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Miss Alice M.

The Misses Anna I. Schenk, Fay Kel-
logg and Alice M. Durkin are three New
York women who hold the distinction of
being successful In a field of endeavor
heretofore held exclusively by men
that of the building trades. Obtaining

MISTItAl., the French
died on March 25, was
Lamartlno the Homer

of Provence. He might with
more Justification have been called the
Bobble Hums of France. Whllo his
"Mlrelo," or ns It Is entitled In French,
"Mlrellle," made him famous at the
age of 25, it Is not on that ambitious
poem that Mistral's fame rests. He
will be by his Insight
Into the character of the people of his
native Provence nnd his short poems
nnd tales based on the drolleries of the
Provencal, his ready wit and primi-
tive simplicity, combined with rustic
philosophy.

French critics have found fault with
"Ollrelo," which was published with
a French translation accompanying the
Provencal version, contending that Mis-

tral Intentionally Ignored the wealth of
the modern French tongue to place
In higher relief the glory of the dialect
he loved. Mistral's own "confession
of faith" corroborates this view.

"Ho who holds his mother tqngue,"
he wrote, "holds the key which will
free him from his chains."

"1 love my village more than thy
village," he said; "I lovo my province
more than thy province."

Laoiartlne said of "Mlrellle." In pre-
senting the work In his course on lit-

erature:
"Village literature has been born.

Thanks and glory to Providence. A
great ixet has nppeared. A real Ho-

meric poet in these days; a poet born,
like the men of the Deucalion, of a
stone In Crau; a primitive poet In this
decadent age; a CI reek poet at Avig-
non; a poet who creates a language
out of a' dialect, as Petrarch created

Durkin, builder.

their early training In tho offices of men
high In tho profession these" women had
the courage to believe In themselves and
branch out on their own Initiative.

Their complete knowledge of the busi-
ness, coupled with their ability to design

Italian; a poet who from a vulgar
patois makes a classic tongue, full of
Imagery and harmony, a delight to the
imagination and the ear; a poet who
plays on the Jew's harp of --his native
villages symphonies of Mozart and Bee-

thoven ; a poet at 25 who on his first
trial pours forth from his veins in
pure and melodious strains a rural
epopee In which tho descriptive scenes
of Homer's Odyssey and tho innocently
passionate scenes of Lnngus's Daphnls
und Chloc, mingled with the salntllness
and sadness of Christianity, are sung
with the grace of Longus and the ma-
jestic simplicity of the blind tuan of
Chios."

In dedicating "Mlrellle" to Lnmartlnc
Mistral said:

"I consecrato 'Mlrellle' to thee; It Is
my heart and my soul. It Is the (lower
of my years. It Is a grape from Crau
which n peasant offers to thee with all
Its leaves."

"Mlrellle" was set to music by Gou-
nod and had an enormous success.

Mistral Is known above all by the
glorious part which ho took in the re-

habilitation of the Provence dialect as
a living literary tongue. He drew
largely from the classic writers for his
Inspiration and placed this wealth of
knowledge at the service of Provencal.

In his "Tresor du Felibrage," pub-
lished In 1S79-S- 6 In two volumes, Mis-

tral gathered together all the dialects
of the languc d'oc, the spoken tongue of
southern France In tho days before the
nation was one In anything but name,
and presented n full dictionary of
Provencal. He was one of the first and
most ardent contributors to 1A 1'rou- -
miena, the periodical founded In 1S52
for the purpose of lifting the dialect of
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WHERE MANY MEN FAIL THESE WOMEN SUCC

"prliht by Underwood lc Underwood.

Miss Anna Pendleton Schenk, architect.

a building, won for them a conspicuous
place among the lending architects of
the city.

Miss Fay Kellogg has tho distinction
of bi'lng the pioneer woman architect
of New York city and 1ms lieen called
the foremost woman architect In the

"JARJAYE IN PARADISE" STORY BY THE POET, FREDERIC MISTRAL
FHEDElttC

rememberedTather

the province to the dignity of a lan-
guage.

He was a remarkable linguist. The
legends of hln nativo village, the sea and
sky of Provence, always azure, tho Im-

petuous Ithonc and arid Crau, the green
Alps und the placid farms where the
silkworms are at work glow In his
poems und descriptive stories.

Llfo Is Joyous under the skies of
southern France, and Mistral loved to
paint tho lighter sldo of tho character
of his compatriots. In ISArmana Pro-vrnc-

ho wrote many dellclinjs tales
conceived In seml-satlricn- l, seml-com- lc

vein. Here Is one of them, translated
for the tlrst time Into English:

JAU.1AYK IN PAHAlifSK.
UV niKl)Kl;lC MISTKAL.

Jurjaye, a Tarascon porter, has Just
died und with closed eyes drops Into the
other world. He drops and drops and
drops. Eternity Is Immense, pitchy
dark, boundless, lugubrious. It nukes
one shudder. Jurjaye does not know
whither he Is going; he Is plunged in
uncertainty. His teeth are chattering
and his arms are waving blindly. After
falling ever so far he sees in the dis-

tance a faint light, far away, very far
down. Ho drops toward It. It Is tho
door of heaven.

Jarjnyu knocks.
"Who is It 7" cries St. Peter.
"1 am here."
"Wlio are you?"
"Jurjaye."
"Jarjaye of Turuseon?"
"Thu very man."
"Why, you good for nothing," says

St, Peter, "have you the Impudence to
try to come Into paradise? You haven't

world. Often she could be seen on the
skeleton work of some tall building, tho
erection of which she was superintend-
ing. Miss Kellogg's average Income Is
about $10,000 annually, She studied her
profession In Paris and New York.

Miss Alice M. Durkin. New York's

said your prayers In twenty years.
When they said to you, 'Jarjaye, come
to mass,' you always replied, 'I go only
to afternoon muss.' You ate meat
every Friday wheni ver you could and
on Saturday whenever you had any
left, saying: 'l.t It come! Flesh makes
Mesh; what enters the body can't hurt
the soul.' When you heard the angelus
ring Instead of crossing yourself like
every good Christian you said, 'Another
pig hanged on the church clock.' When
your father gave you the warning,
'Jarjaye, the good Ood will punish you.'
you had only one reply: 'The good Ood?
Has uny lnly seen Him? When we die
we're- - dead.' You. who blasphemed and
denied the chrism and baptism, do you
darn present yourself here, wretch
abandoned by God?"

Poor .larjayo can make only this re-
ply:

"I don't deny what you say. I am a
Hut how was I to know tli.it

there would be such mysteries after
death? I have lost; the wine Is poured,
and If I must drink It I suppose I must.
ISut at least, great St. Peter, let me
sep my uncle. I want to tell him what's
happening In T.irascon."

"What uncle?"
"I'nclo Matery, who was a real peni-

tent."
"Your uncle Matery? He's got a

hundred year to do In purgatory."
"Curses' A hundred yeats! What

for?"
"You remember he eari'.d tho cross

In processions. One day the village
Jokers gut together nnd one of them
shouted, 'Look at Matery carrying the
cross! ' A little further on another ex-
claimed, 'Look at Matery; he's carry-
ing the cross!' A third said, 'Look, look
at Matery; "hat's he carrying?"

('! rklu t Underwood & Underwood.

Miss Fay Kellogg, architect.

woman builder, received her training In
the office of a contractor and succeeded
with her first bid In securing for her
employer a choice contract on which a
score of other firms bail presented bid.

Schenk & Mead Is the new tlrm which
has Just been added to the list of New

Matery tost control of hlmsilf and
shouted. 'He's carrying a Jackanapes
like you!' He had a tit of apoplexy and
died In the midst of bis anger."

"Well, I'd like to see Aunt Dorothy,
then. She was very, very pious."

"J don't know her. She must be with
the devil."

"That wouldn't astonish me. If she
was sanctimonious she made up for It
with her serpent's tongue. Imagine
that "

"Jarjaye, you're wasting my time.
I've got to receive a poor street sweeper
who has Just been rent Into paradise
by n kick of his donkey."

"oh, great St. Peter, since you have
done so much nnd a look cons nothing,
let me get a glimpse of paradise. They
say it's so beautiful."

"Oh, of course, I will. Oh. certalnl
I will, vile Huguenot."

"Come. St. Peter, don't forget that
my father, who is a fisherman, curries
your banner In the church proces-
sions, walking with lure feet."

"That's, true," says tho .saint. "I'll
do It for your father's sake but you,
you low scoundrel, you understand,
you'll have to be content to get the
tip of your nose inidc t'e Rate."

"That's enough."
The celestial gatekeeper half opens

the portal nnd says to Jarjaye:
"There, look."
Jarjaye, turning his back to the

dour, walk" lhitkward Into paradise.
"Kb. what are you doing?" cries St.

Peter.
"That d.ijwllng light is blinding me.

I have to walk In backward. Hut
don t worry, when the tip ,f niy nose
Is Inside I'm not going any further."

"Now." ih.nUs the saintly man, "I've
put my foot In ,t."

York architects. To those who pass by
their office at 105 West Fortieth street
tho firm name would seem to apply to a
couple of hustling business men, but If
you stepped Into the office and asked for
the boss u pleasing young woman named
Miss Anna Pendleton Schenk would step

The man from Tarascon Is in para-
dise,

"Oh," he says, "isn't It fine? Isn't it
gorgeous? What music!"

At the end of a few minutes the
keeper ff the keys says to Jarjaye:

"When you're through gaping around
hero ou're irolng to get out. I haven't
time to stand here" talking to you."

"Don't get excited," replies Jarjaye
"If ou'vo got work to do, go ahead,
t shall leavo when I leave. I'm in no
hurry."

"Hut that wasn't our agreement."
"My God, saintly man, what arc you

worrlng about? It would bo different
If there wasn't room but. thank God.
there's no lack of space here."

"Please get out. If the good Ciod
happened to come by, what "

"As for that, settle It yourself. I

have often heard people say 'When
you're well llxcd don't move.' Here I
urn and here I stay."

St. Peter shook his head, stamped his
toot. Then he went to look for St.
I Ves.

"Ives," he says, "you're a Jurist, Can
I get your advice?"

"Mora than that If you need It," re-
plies St. Ives.

"I'm In n quandary. Here Is the situa-
tion." And he tells all about lu pre-
dicament, tlnlshing with the query:
"Now, what am 1 to do?"

"You must," says St. Ives, "get n
good lawjer und have a summons to
appear before God served on Jarjaye'"

They look for n good lawyer, but there
Isn't a lawyer In all paradise. Nobody
has ever seen one. The search for a
process server to serve the summons N
Just as vain. St. Peter doesn't kn iw
whero to turn next, St, I.uko passes
by.

p n

forward. Miss Schenk Is ct.M:
partner of the firm. It was d .r g mi
of her very busy moments stw

snatched time enough to f r tho
accompanying photograph In I.' r "iu.
Miss Schenk la seriously in' r - d .a
the, subject of housing the poor

A
"Peter." he remark. "iu !

lied. Hns the Lord been ivi! .

another lecture?"
"Oh, don't talk about It. I .

awful mess. A certain J ir .

got Into paradise by a trick and 1

know how to get him out "
"Where does this Jjrjajo come :

"From Tarascon."
"From Tarascon!" returns S'

"Why. that's easy. As you kn.'
tho friend of oxen, the patro
of cattle drovers, and so I

Camargue, Aries, It,
Nlmes and Tarascon and I !

people. I know what's the mat'
Jarjaye und how to handlo h.ti
wait."

A group of angels Hies by.
"Here, little ones," cries S:

"come here."
The little angels descend.
"Go Just outside the gate

I.uko to them, "and tly pa
crying: "The bulls, the l.ui'
they go."

As soon as tho nngels at'
they exclaim in chorus;

"There they go! lib"
The bulls, tin- - bulls'"

Jarjayo turns t'o the gate
I'tterlng a Tarascon i i'

have tiny a hullilght !

cries. "Let me see it."
He dashes like a w h.r

gate and walks out of
St. Peter slams tin d

it. Then, opening a gr.u n
out and says nialIetou:

"Well, Jarjaye, bow do
"Don't worry about me.

J.io. "If It had been a
would not have lnimbd
paradise."

He plunges bend tli t In

Women Autoists, No Longer Depending on Chauffeurs, Learn Care and Repair of M

jtMHfltlSSi
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FRENCH

Puking thu cylinder off thu engine to rind out itMany prominent New York women are attending the automobile school of the Y. M. C. A. at 318 West Fifty-seven- th street in order themselves with a thorouKh ofThe school, which is the largest of its kind in the world, has equipment costing' more than $35,000.
knowltl,SL the workings of their auioin.
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